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"It isn't bad when you get used to it," the captain explains.
This night patrol may be called the third act of a play
written around trench life, but coming back from the recon-
naissance, the dark hours following have enough of melo-
drama to make an interesting fourth act.
Darkness seems to settle down quickly over the frowsy,
weed-grown gray strip in front which nobody owns, and
nobody treads in daylight. The low dirt ridge just behind a
tangle of wooden stakes and barbed wire over across melts
quickly into the failing light, and nothing is visible except
your own sand-bagged parapet, and the ragged maze of your
own barbed wire,
A battery of French guns barks sharply in the rear* Fire-
fly flashes wink a mile behind the enemy's wire. The French
gunners are saying good night to a Boche battery, and the
dull "boom," "boom," "boom"—then the squeal of the
enemy steel above—tell that the Boche is answering. Unless
unforeseen things happen to-night, the gunners will "rest on
their arms" until daybreak. On "quiet" sectors like this, it
often happens.
With darkness down, the night shift are eating supper in
their dugouts, and rigging out in sheepskin jackets to begin
the silent night watch over the parapets. The dugouts—cor-
rugated steel and sandbag construction at intervals a few
yards back of the first line—are smelly and dark, but filled
with life. It is human life and insect life, the latter making
little difference so long as steel and sandbags shed vagrant
shells. Men say they can get accustomed to insects, but the bite
of a shell is different.
Here I find myself at home, and can fancy myself in a
cave back somewhere in the Land of Liberty, the familiar
names of the dugout inhabitants penciled on the wooden
bunks suggesting New York's East Side, St. Louis, or Mil-

